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do not go. Spiritually I am an early riser. I have a
passion for the dawn and the dew on the grass, and
the " early pipe of half-awakened birds/' On the
rare occasions on which I have gone out to meet
the sun upon the upland lawn or on the mountain
tops I have experienced an emotion that perhaps
no other experience can give. I remember a morning
in the Tyrol when I had climbed Kitzbulhhorn to
see the sun rise. I saw the darkness changing to
chill grey, but no beam of sunlight came through
the massed clouds that barred the east. Feeling that
my night climb had been in vain, I turned round
to the west, and there, by a sort of magical reflection,
I saw the sunrise. A beam of light, invisible to the
east> had pierced the clouds and struck the mountains
in the west. It seemed to turn them to molten gold,
and as it moved along the black mass it was as
though a vast torch was setting the world aflame.
And I remembered that fine stanza of dough's:
And not through eastern windows only,
When morning comes, comes in the light.
In front the dawn breaks slow, how slowly,
But westward, look, the land is bright.
And there was that other dawn which I saw, from
the icy ridge of the Petersgrat, turning the snow-clad
summits of the Matterhorn, the Weisshorn, and Mont
Blanc to a magic realm of rose-tinted battlements.
And there are others.    But they are few, for
though I am spiritually a son of the morning, I am